

I 


Bill 


ft f 






" 






Is 

XfA . •:■■■:' / . 


] 

■ 


mm m 

■■Hll: 


[1 


*94 The Life and "Death ofRic hard the Third. 


Seem Secunda . 


Sound a Sennet. Enter Richard inpompe,Buc- 
kjngbam, Catesby,Ratcltffe,Louel. 

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. 

Buck,^ My gracious Soucraignc. 

Rich. Giuc me thy hand. Sound. 

Thus high,by thy aduicc.and thy aflfittance. 

Is King Richard feated: 

But fhall we weare thefe Glories for a day? 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

Buck. Still liue they,and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doe I play the Touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Young Edward liues,thinke now whac I would fpeake. 
Buck. Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich. Why Buckingham ,I fay I would be King. 

Buck,. Why fo you are,my thricc-rcnowned Lord. 
Rich. Ha ? am I King ? ’tis fo: but Edward hues. 
Buck. True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter confcquence! 

That Edrvard ftill fhould liue true Noble Prince. 
Couftn,thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plaine ? I wifh the Baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly perform'd. 

What fay’ft thou now ? fpeake fuddenly,be briefe. 

Bucks YourGrace may doe your plcafure. 

Rich. Tut,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindnefle freezes: 
Say,haue I thy confent,that they fhall dye ? 

.Bw.Giue me fomc litle breath,fome pawfc,deare Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake in this: 

I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Buck. 

Catesby. The King is angry,fee he gnawes his Lippe- 
Rich, I will conuerie with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And vnrefpeftiue Boyes: none are for me, 

That lookc into me with confederate eyes, 
High-reaching Buckingham growes circuinfpeft. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know’ft thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whole humble meanes match not his haughtie Ipiric: 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich. What is his Name? 

Page. His Name,my Lord,is Tirrttt. 

Rich. I partly know the man : goe call him hither. 
Boy. Exit. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (ball be the neighbor to my counfailes. * 
Hath he fo long held out with me,vntyr’d. 

And flops he now for breath ? Well.be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now,Lord Stanley, what’s the newes? 

; Stanley. Know mylouing Lord,the Marqueflc Dorfet 
As I heare, is fled to Richmond■, 

In the parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither Catesby , rumor it abroad. 

That jinne my Wife is very grieuous ficke. 


I will take order for her keeping clofe. 

Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clartnce^l, 
The Boy is foolifh,and I feare not him. ^ * r: 
Lookc how thou dream*: I fay again'e, glUe 
That j4nne ,my Queene.is ficke.and like to dve ’ 
About it,for it (lands me much vpon 
To flop all hopes.whofe growth may dammac- m 
I mult be marryed to my Brothers Daughter 6 mc ’ 
Or elfe my Kingdomc ftands on brittlcGlafli. 
Murther her Brothers,and then marry her 
Vncertainewayofgaine. But I am in * 

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on fume 
Tcare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. ' 



'ntfubiea. 


Enter Tyrrel. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lames Tyrrel,And your mod obcdiei 
Rich. Art thou indeed ? 

Tyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord. 

Rich. Dar’ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine ? 
Tyr. Pleafeyou: 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haft it: two deepe enemies 
Foes to my Reft,and my fweet fleepes difturbers ’ 

A re they that 1 would haue thee deale vpon: ' 

Tyrrel ,I meane thofe Baftards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me haue open meane* to come to them 
And foone lie rid you from the feare ofthem. * 
Rich. Thou fing’ft fweet Mufique; 

Hearke,come hither Tyrrel , 

Goe by this token: rife,and lend thine Eare, Wbi&trt, 
There is no more but fo: fay it is done. 

And I will loue thee.and preferre thee for it. ’ 

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck.. My Lord,I haue confider’d in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Rich. Well,let that reft : Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 
Bucks I heare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hec is your Wiues Sonne: well, lookc 
vnto it. 

Bucks My Lord.I clayme the gift,my due by promiic, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn’d, 
Th’Earledome of Hcrtford,and the moueables. 
Which you haue promifedT (ball pofleffe. 

Bfch. Stanley looke to your Wife: iflhe conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you (ball anfwer it. 

Bucks What fayes your Highneffc to my iuft requeft ? 
Rich. 1 doe remember m e.Henry the Sixt 
Did propbecie.that Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmond was a little pceuifb Boy. 

A King perhaps. 

Buck- May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubled me,I am not in the vaine. Exit. 
Buck- And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Hafltngs ,and be gone 
To Brccnock,while my fearcfull Head is on. Exit. 


Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodie Aft is done, 
The moft arch deed of pittious maifacre 


That 


rr^Tthis Land was guilty of: 

^ idForreft,who I did fubornc 
H ht hjs pce ce ofruthfull Butchery, 

they were flelht Villaines, bloody Dogges, 

, \rpi with tendernefle,and milde companion, 
r , like to Children, in their deaths lad Story. 

mhus ffl uoth ,a y the 8 cntle Babc f. : 

rh , thus (quoth Forrefl) girdling one another 
w.thin their Alablafter innocent Armcs: 

Their lip® were fourered Rofeson aftalke, 

: j in their Summer Beauty kift each other, 
i Rookc of Prayers on their pillow lay, 

Which one (quoth Forrell) almoft chang’d my minde: 
guc oh theDiuell, there the Villaine ftopt: 

When Bighton thus told on, we fmothered 
The moft replenifhed fweet worke of Nature, 

That from the prime Creation ere (lie framed. 

Hence both are gone with Confcienceand Remorfe, 

|l, eT could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 

Tobeare this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Richard. 

And heere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. 

Ric. Kinde Tirrell, am I happy in thy Newes. 
fir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge. 
Beget your happiueffe, be happy then, 
p ot it is done. 

Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead. 
fir. I did my Lord. 

Rich. And buried gentle Tirrell. 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them. 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirrel foone,and after Supper, 

When thou (halt tell the procefle of their death. 

Meane time,but thinke how I may do the good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. 

Farewell till then. 

Tir. I humbly take my Ieaue. 

Rich. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
Hisdaugbter meanly haue I matcht in marriage. 

The Sonnes of Edrvard fleepe in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 

Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 

To her go I,aioIly thriuiog wooer. 

Enter Ratclife. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com’ft in fo 
bluntly ? 

Ret -Bad news my Lord, UMonrton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham back: with the hardy WeKhmcn 
lsin the field,and ftill his power encreafcth. 

Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere. 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied Strength. 

Come,I haue learnd, that fearfull commenting 
Is leaden feruitorto dull delay. 

Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac’d Beggery: 

Then fierie expedition be my wing, 
louts Mercury,and Herald for a King: 

Go mutter men: My counfaile is my Sheeld, 

Wemuft be brecfe,when Traitors braue the Field. 

Exeunt, 


Seem Tertia, 



Enter oldQuyene Margaret. 

Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heere in chcfe Confines flily haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine enemies. 

A dire induftion.am I witnefie to. 

And will to France,hoping the confequence . 

Will proue asbitter,blacke, and Tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere 

Enter ‘Dutchejfeand Queene. 

Qu. Ah my poore Princes] ah my tender Babes: 

My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fwcets: 

If yet your gentle foulcs flyc in the Ayre, 

And benotfixt in doome perpetual], 

Houer about me with your ayery wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz’d my voyce, 

Thar my woe-wearied congue is Hill and mute. 

EdwardPlantagenet , why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward, payes a dying deb t. 

flu. Wilt thou,0 Godjflye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the in trades of the Wolfe. ? 

When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done? 
Mar. When holy Harry dyed,and my fweet Sonne. 
Dut Dead life,blind fight, poore mortall lining ghoft, 
Woes Scene,Worlds fhame.Graues due, by life vfurpt, 

■ Breefc abftraft and record of tedious dayes, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 

Ah that thou would’ft affoone affoord a Graue, 
As thou canft yecld a mclancholly feate: 

Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heere. 

Ah who hath any caufe to mourne but wee ? 

tJMar. I f ancient forrow be moft reucrent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figneurie. 

And let my greefes frowne on the rpper hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 

1 had an Edward ,till a Richard kill’d him: 

I had a Husband, till a Richard kill’d him : 

Thou had'ft an Edward, till a Pochard kill’d him .* 

Thou had’ft a Richard, till a RichardV\\\’A him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too,and thou did’ft kill him J 
I had« Rutland too, thou hop’ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had’ft a Clarence too 
And Richard kill’d him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death: 

That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes. 

To worry Lambcs, and lap their gentle blood : 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke: 

That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules: 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth. 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 

O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Curre 
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